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RED CHRISTMAS; A DREAM AND AN AWAKENING
I-| BABLY the plum pudding did it.

»rrr.as | ve, and the war cc

bad been dining with the
»,..¦»:. *-eg*.ment. He had

.rations, but he »hose

!*eing an American, he

make h',«- Christmas dir
a little more

. oh foi months, and
»sion with the first line tr«x

Tie sanguinary lighting, wl

; ture of a patch of a rack
.en a village, and he ha.i ci

through an interminf

r- .' "»I men in motor am

1st He na- war sick and gun sick.
on edge. Puring the din

h sort of hectic gayety. Th

UB »pudding, and. miraculou
ehaapagne. i hampagne ne

him, but he had accepted t

.4. as he went back »to
ark and niant street,

'. fell itterly wei

/ He Plum Pudding Begins
1o Set the Stage

dgad in a perfectly good bou

I port ' of the rear wall had be

shell, and of course it »a

" - inaide and cold a« a tomb.

I] .¦ taira ta bis r<x>m and groj:

annchair of which his landlo
- id There he flung himself dot*

-. energy left for undressing ¦

I .. i. The plum pudding WBI re:

re was ¦ throbbing in 1

I which kept time to ".he distant poundii
He closed his eyes, and he wish

M bil ears. too. to shut out t

| ... A few minutes tat
««¦ F*-«*r:-:g c\cr the topnvst gallery of

»«ied «olosseum.

I' looksii. lika i.arnera-Umä*. but he su

ted it was the TV« - Pa*a*»e ät The Hagu
- he thought it might be an Ethici

«¦ for on the platform Fall
paring to read from a big boo!

»Beer was a patriarchal ol

with a long whit»* beard, dressed in th

of the Orient. Rabindranat

urely. And the audience was.wel
polyglot audience.

What is this meeting?" asked the corre

. of the man on his right, who prove»
ord.

.. Peace i'onference," replied Kord.

respondent looked about emaasdlj
there's not a «-ingle lawyer or diplo
he cried. "I don't see any kings."

"N-\" said Ford, gently. "They're so- «r

- I c-e- men arc mostly just writer».

.prc Psychologist- of humanity
».alls them."

.," he-, were writers, evidently
from i II parts of the world. There werf

Hindu** and men of many race-

attarad through that great dele-

,- *"amil¡ar Occidental faces. Some

- en wer«1 there, too, several Catholic

h rural aspect, Buddhist monks

'airs of Tibet, venerable rabbi**

East, h'id a Presbyterian minister

little church in Harlem, near Mora
But for the most part they

On the platform were »iorky

th. and Jane Addams; Macter

rv .., Maximilian Harden;

and Romain Rolland, and at

right hand ¦ man the correspondent

-.-. B »»aid hil left-hand
<»f a little agricultural paper

MM of the wisest men in UM

lilessed Are the Meek".It
H¿ttl » I imiliar Sound

Dr. V. «'. with ¦ queer, emotional catch in

voice, wai beginning to read now

ig book, and the correspondent
phrase here and there. "Blessed are

..it the -ermon on the Mount ?" he

" ' [l .-¦:..

-e." replied lord. "Didn't I U

ua- the Peace Conférence""
Pri mi '.]y Tagor« rose.

task is not simply to end this wai." h«

»aid. "but to banish fear and hatred from th«

".rose the evil -pint»
. OpprOOsioi 'hat ha\e been the

...'.. W | cannot make a new ma*,»

e world anu stop there; we must make ¦

:i|i of the human soul. Perhaps n»

men is mm ermugh to attemp'

r.i:.gf. We must put our txuit in some
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thing greater even than wisdom the power of

brotherhood and human love."
From the midst of the auditorium the red

dish gray beard of Bernard Shaw bobbed up

raddenly.

"Isn't It Time to Try the

Doetrine of Love?'*
"We've tried all sorts of panaceas," he cried,

"and invariably they've led us only to cha«»s

and destruction. For most pc»>p!e life is a bil
ter struggle in peace as well as in war. Isn'l
it time to try Christianity the doctrir,«» of
love?"

Israel Zangwill jumped up beide him.
"We're all with you then, if love ¡I your erg
nient," he said.

Across the aisle a lean hi»«1 aged Chinc-e

»lelegat«- got upon his feet, the tears, stream¬

ing down hil sallow cheeks.

"We have waited -o long for a word from

the West." he said, "but you would speak to us

only through the mouths of guns. Now"-

"Will you come with me, Henry0" .-aid a

voice behind the correspondent. He turned to

¦ee Santa «laus, in his long, red robe, edged
with white »cotton batting, leaning over Ford's

ihoulder.
"They'll be talking here for S time, and I

want to show jroil -orne action," he said.

The correspondent remembered he wa»* a re¬

porter Und brushed hil »sleeve across hi- eyes.

"May 1 come?*' he asked.

"Alwayi room for one more," replied Sai
"Hid you start this?" the »reporter ¦

i'ord, M they left »the gallery.
"Oh, no," replied Ford, with a chuckle,

"Everybody Itarted it. I merely lured «ir«'

hall."
Santa led them to the roof, where a I Ig bal

tie 'plane wa-* waiting. Its two machine gui.-

ha«i been **aa*»ovad, an»! in their placee itood

tiny Christau»! trees, which blossomed m ».

..red electric light- a- -»»on si the mol

.-tart eu.
"I could.-,'. ¦.'¦<¦ thi ileigh to-night," es

plained Santa, as he took hi- seat at the wheel.

"The reinde«-!- are afraid of the gur.-."
With a great roar they swept out into th<

night. Westward 'hey flew, and than Muflí.
tbovc them the itari glittered, and far i"

the ground wai white with MOW. Pre-

thii white lurface became cut with .-¦

gashes, and thej knew they -.s«re shove th<
Menche.-. Gum ware ipeakiag ¦ deeultor)
way, and from time to time a flare fr».m <»n«

Ol 'lie trenches lighted up a great patch of
« a r t h.

"At dawn to-day," said Santa, "at Zang

will's luggestion, hundredi of Allied air s»iua»l
rona flew over the German linei from Alsace
to thi tnbarding them with copii
1 ticket 'Chi tmaa ( ami.' The German

m »retaliation, their
trenchi

of Grimm's 'Fail y Tai'
¦. of th«' m« »und a twisl of wind

-, ntly the chime <>f a

village church »bell.
"Midnight," »said Santa. "Watch."
The guns fell ,-ilent suddenly. AH along th«

Germantn raping out

by th r»'l charging toward the Allie-'

"Why, it' uicidal!" exclaimed the corre

poi '" \ lei bill '.: rr till i»«' rn:i'! "

"Every one la mad t.» night," roared the

"Th.;. have 1« !'» their »gum be
hud; and hi "¦ come the French an»l l'riti.-h,

'lied, t.. meet thi m."
Tii» men of the hostile armiei rame together

centre of thai grim territoiy knowi ¦¦¦

No Man'.- Land. They nut with embracing!
and huzzas, S if they had Suddenly been -<.'

%«.>. From a terribh burden. Together they
,i a» ,i dai ced there under the itai

rough »quadrilles, m wild cire!.-, with handf
linked together, or. handi on ihoulders, m long
».r ¡,. ntine .¦¦.. they pranced about like
tortoui football fa'

The Kaiser Files With
Sir I.dward (¡ret

Presently ¦ Ts be, flyii i wiftly toward the

north, pai ¦.'- 'plane.
"Hullo1 That'- the Kaiser and Sir Edward

Grey," cried Sai ta. "Shall we follow?"
Ittook . the Taut'«*, which

¦¦a- itreaking along si ¦ Aendish »paca, (h
or twice they lost light of ta sensed
to know where II wi I, and when he

... re m Laout lii

laugh

the Taube was to |.o »seen close by. Sir Ed-
war-il wai seated beside i?. »talking with Gen¬
eral »."i: Bissing anri Rudyard Kipling, but
the Kaisei waa over 1*1 the ahadov« of s wall

ning with an ave something that proved

"I musl have missed thai one," -aid von Bii
ally, whei the Kaiser returned.

"Bu1 you've got the ' hrisl mai dii
a-ki»l the Kaiser.

(itifid¡es t'or the Belgians;
Count Zeppelin Helps

"A fat goo >' end ftxin'i for every family in
Belgium," said Bi g. "It waa sn awful
job t» i" i them, bul Count Zeppelin helped i

|"*. aud r .»v. Hoover i- distributing them."
"Willie," laid Santa laus, "1 had ¦ presen!

for you. bul I'm afraid I've left it in tny ileigh.
It's an abdication blank."
The Kaiser laughed, and it wai i goo

to hear.
"I attended to 'hat hour- ago," e

cried. "I.i.'bkne»'!»!'- forming a con»

¦.»¦. to take thing« over temporarily.
And, ol I've gol to go into the

l. Fir.-t, I'm V-

re all the homes in thi* city.
I canl i*estore all the »people that
lived in them, but I'll make the

- comfortable. And that's
sing, I'm a rich man,

and I tar, do I "»great deal ''¦¦¦

I die. Beiides, I'vi slwayi fi
myself si an architect,"
He turned with ¦ quick
»gravity toward Sir Edward Grey.
"What fooli >... .*!"

% exclain d. "

.

gi i., ration Wl i I iinim-

There have
second rat»1 law yen si th« hi sd f

things, that's the truth," said
Sir Edward.
"And too many second-rate

kin»?«."
"I'm beginning to think

every lawyer is an anachro-
nistn now."
"And I'm sure ul>out the

kings."
"Speaking of kings," said

Santa, "where is your son?"
"I left him in Verdun."

laid the Kaiser simply. "He
was kneeling in the middle
of a battered street, weeping
and praying*. I thought h»
wouldn't *»vant to see me for
a while, so I came away."

"Weren't you afraid thai
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Th« I'lum Pudding \\a> Rest in« Inea-ily

%0f "Oh.no.
. I'apa Joffre

3/ -\Hm was {.here eomfort-
¦ 'hiat Itwaa just after

I had offend Joffre my sword. He took mine

and his and tossed them into the river, »»aying:
'They'll never be red again with anything but.
rust which is an excellent thing for swords.' "

"Bravo!" exclaimed von Bissing.
"The f'/ar is out, too," said the Kaiser. "The

R issian Republic was declared to-night. The
grand duke- have decided to retire to a mon¬

astery in Siberia, but the Czar will stick
around and work. He plans to build at his
own expanse 20,000 schools for the people of
R da.**
"England," remarked Sir Edward Groy,Mhai

come out for a two-power educational system.
For every schoolhouse the Czar puts up we

-hall build two in Egypt and India."

A British Tank Aglow
With Lighted Candles

At this moment a British »tank, Us ports
'ling, not with machine guns, but with

lighted candles, came gallumping into the

iquare. Out of it leaped General Bernhardi
with an armful of his books in praise of war.

which he dumped upon the ground. General
1-'alkenhayn followed with the collected
of Professor Treitschk», anil presently a

huge pile of volumes was heaped up. Bern
hardi asked Sania for a match. Kipling
sdded to the heap some of his own imperiali-

»em«, and the match was applied.
There goes the White Man's Burden," -.aid

Kipling. "Before to-night I never Knew the
.: eaning Of the term. It'l thil -entimental
twaddle we've all been talking about, military
glory and national honor and civilizing weaker
people* with machine guns. It'«- perpetuating
thi» rot with silly old battle-hip- a.vi 4^ centi¬
metre guns. Al if a nation could be great in

any way except through liberty, equality and
kindliness. We've all been as far off the real
'rack as Downing Street is from Galilee."
"Or as Potsdam is from Bethlehem." a«)ded

he Kaiser.
"Come on, fellers." cried Bernhardi. as the

flames leaped up. "let's dance around the
fire."
Some Belgian children had crept out <>f the

darkness to see the blaze. Von Busing tool
.he hands of two of these. Sir Kdward linked
ip with von Kalkenhayn and Bernhard-, and in

an instant a merry shouting circle was whirling
riijou!. But the Kaiser, wh< had only one good
hand, poor thing, «tayed out of th«- Kam*?. Pres¬
ently he went over to an old Belgian woman.

"Mother." he said, with a feature '. «\»..«r«l the
children, "is there a store hercab«itits where I
ca'i buy some idlipops?"

About this time Santa «. a « I they must <.«>,

and in a few minute;« the corre>p<n-.<leiit was

hack in his seat in the great hall. The formal
part of the session was over, and the delegates
.»»re standing in groups, langhin«..' ami talking.
Abosa the hum of soun.l one great, roaring
voice beneath the gallery leaped out like thun¬
der. Leaning over the rail, the correspondent
saw i man like a hippopotamus talk.ng with
one « ho seemed half pagan poet and half Van
kee evangelist. It was really 6. K. Chesterton
bawling at Kditor Max EaetflUM and poking
him violently in the ribs.

Crossing Capital and Cap¬
italizing the Cross

"After all." «hesterton was shouting, "'revo¬

lution is merely a going: hack to old things.
You have begun by croajjing Capital, ami you
will probably end by capitalizing the Cross.
You have begun by calling your paper 'The
Masses.' and you will probably en«l by calling
it 'The Mass'; for chiding sinner« i> really but
a negative way of praising the sainte, and
Blasphemy is merely the naughty sister of
Prayer, and the red torch of the radical e\

hibitl the same chemical phenomena as the
white candle of the priest."

('hesterton might have kept this up for
hours if it had not been for a diversion caused
by Bernard Shaw. A boy had handed him a

telegram, and as soon a*- Shaw rea«i it he stood
on his hands in the middle of the «floor, ki«-king
ht» igisi '" the air ami .«Teaming 'A it h laugh¬
ter, much to the amazement of a sober Jap-
aa__a_deiegati*, who had been conversing with
him.
Some one carried the telegram, along with

Shaw, to the platform. The chairman read:
"George V has resignej. ami Parliament

votes unanimously that Shaw he invited to
take the throne."

"That'« so wonderfully English," cried Shaw
when the uproar of cheers and laughter had
subsided. "They persist in the tradition that
the King must he a foreigner. My tir.-t act
will be to tear down and rebuild the White-
chapel slums."
"But where will the po««r people live mean¬

while?" asked Jane Addams.
"Oh, in Buckingham and Windsor," respond¬

ed Shew carelessly. "And those that wish an

ocean trip we can send off on the dreadnoughts
to the South .Sea and <*oney Island and such
places. We must use the navy for something,
you know."

"Here's another message." announced the
chairman, "a wireless from Sayvill«*. All the
Standard Oil companies have declared special
Christmas dividends of 50 per cent, payable la
the consumer."

The Dreamer Loses Mis
Balance and Falls

At this moment a curtain «shrouding the back
of the stage was raised, and there -too«! the
biggest Christmas tree in the world, which
Count Zeppelin himself had just brought over

from Norway, all a-glitter with candles and
shiny trinkets. On either side of it was a

great mountain of presents, and in front stoo«!
Santa, laughing and shaking like a bowlful
of jelly. Some one pushed a piano out from
the wings, and then out pranced George Cohan
in his old Yankee Doodle cloth -. He begun
playing the piano with hands am) t»-e* and
elbows and singing a song of which th« refra'a
was "It's a Grand Old World,*" and all the
delegates joined in the choru.. lustily, ri'e
Maeterlinck and the venerable Gerhart I'.iu-.t
mann danced a ragtime down the fronl of the
.tage.
The correspondent was laughing and crying

so that he lost his balance and fell, head first,
over the rail. Just, below him, on the main
floor, sat a plump and placid Chinese delegate;
and the reporter was shooting down, like a

plummet or a foul fly, upon the un-uspecting
Orientai. He b«**came aware that Ty Cobb was

rushing up the aisle to catch him, but he sus¬

pected Ty would be too late. He was sorry
for the Chinaman. If Ty were to fumble
him!-

Well, he wa» back, sitting in his armchair,
and outside the red snow was falling like flakes
<»f blood. At least it looked red, I>ecau«e some¬

where toward trie front a burning village
stained the sky with a horrible crimson cari¬

cature of dawn. A motor ambulance tumbled
past, in which some torn maniac was scream¬

ing. And sinister and terrible sounded the
grinding thunder of the gun».
The correspondent rushed to the window

and, flinging up the sash, stretched out hi»
hands to the lurid gray sky. He cried out in u

«oice hoarse with bitterness and horror:
'Oh, God, put me to sleep again!"


